CHAFEER J                              THE SECOND DAY
HEAV
THUDS from below awakened me at six-thirty. Our men were hacking through the walls to open underground passages from cellar to cellar through the entire length of the street
A voice, strange and muffled, unlike that of a living man, came from the outside:
"Hello, hello, this is London... /*
I jumped from my cot, not believing my own ears. A radio had been installed in the window of No, 25, and now the boys were working at it to improve the reception, A crowd, oblivious of the rain, was listening in the street
"This is London," the voice repeated in Polish- *We are with you in this fight. We know what is in your hearts today, for ours beat in unison with yours. Your struggle will be hard and costly, but we can promise you that victory will be yours and victory will bring you freedom. We wish we were with you right now, but only in spirit can we join you on the fighting streets of Warsaw.
"We shall speak to you agam at twelve o'clock, noon.*
The broadcast ended with the same song, "In the Smoke of Fires," that we had sung when the power station was taken*
We stood there as if stunned. For the first time in these five long years we could hear the voices of our brothers abroad, the voice of our government, without crouchfog in caves and hide-outs in constant fear of German discovery. All of a sudden we felt closer to that faraway world which read about war over the morning cup of coffee, closer to the world of heedless freedom which does not know how to treasure it
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